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 Beatrice Fairfax Writes

of Problems in Life and

Love for Times Readers

By Beatrice Fairfax.
ONE of ua really sppreciate
our blessings sufficiently and
it is only when we soe. some-
ans who lacks one of more of the
things we thoughtiessly take fof
granted, that we realize how fortu-
nate we are just to be allve and
wall asnd possessed of an even
chance In this game called life.

A little lame girl writes a letter
which 1 reproduce. It s a plea
that life shgll mot take hway other
things just' becauso it is has taken
AWRY one. .

80 far her experience has been
thet becsuse fate has been unkind
to her in one respect, life exacts
many - other pacrifices. Some of
them too great.

After you read this, won't you
take stock of your friends and
acqguaintances and see If you know
any little lIame girls who might
like to be taken to a party, to the
theater, or & concerl, or auto-
moblling?

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

You always seem (o seé 8 Way
out of every difficulty which is
presented to you, but I am afrald
thére Is none for me, except to Lry
my best to be contenl and happy
through longing for the pleasure
which othér young girls of my
age enjoy. My problem ls “How
to be happy, though lame™ I
bave been told that I was very
pretty and attractive, so my only
difficulty 8 that I am slightly
lame, but it seems {hat every one
notices the limp, and thereby I
am caused a-good deal of unhappl-
ness. If people would only learn
that thoses that have some defect
do not want to be reminded of it
and to be pilied or anything of
the kind, those people would not
s0 often unintentionally bring a
heartache 19 the affiicted ones. |
got hurt when & child and have
been pomewhat lame every since,
80 though of & disposition to en-
joy all kinds of pleasure, I have
been debarred automatically by
everybody taking It for granted
that being lame makes me unable
::‘rmmuu. when really I am

ve envugh to do most anything
other people can. In conclusion,
I wopder |f there are any boys
who do not consider lameness &
detriment to a girl's attraciive-
ness a8 a companion,
“AN UNFORTUNATE."

Denr littie “Unfortunste’” don't
sign yourself that way and don't
think that way. "“"Unfortumale™ up
to mow, but who knowa
but whiat your cavaller ls already
an his way, coming to you with a
heart full of jove and & desire to
make wp to yeu for what accident
has done to you!

Let me tell you & secret—the
most besutiful loves and the finest

in the world have bep
" giva to women afflicted even
sorely than you.

Recall Elizmabath Barrett Brown-
ing and the Jove, “which passeth all
und "' which she in-
spired in the heart of her poet-
lover and hushand, Rebert Brown-

ing.

An Invalid with the most fragile
tenure on life, Mrs. Browning was
loved as féw women are loved In
this sorry old world—and that love
came, (00, AS yours MRy coms,
after she had come to think that
such an experience was not for
her.

What We De,

This is a fact which few people
realize. It ls not what people do
for us which makes us love them.
1t is what we do for them—how
much of curselves we give to them.
1 have slways notleed that (ho
more a man does for & womah,
the more he seems to care for her.

That is the explanation of somoe-
thing that In almost every nelgh-
borhood seems Incxplicable.

We see It every day—a sirong,
henithy woman whe walls on her
husband, hand and foot and elicils
only & grudging return. And just
around the corner is an Invalld
wife, perhaps, to whom her hus-
band glves the greatest devotion
and surrounds with the most
painstiaking care.

One of the most beautiful of lat-
ter day romances is that of the
martyred President MeXinley and
his fdolized Invalld wife, Tils de-
votion to her was one of tha finest
things in the man's life and one of
the things which always brought
forth the greatest admirat’sn for
bim.

Mrz. McKinley, as I hear the
story, suffered an injury to her
spine, following the birth of a
child. She became practically help-
lesz. I remember a well-known
newspaperman telllng me of wit-
nessing an example of the ex-Presi-
dent's devotion.

The newspaperman was then a
cub reporter. He was assigned to
interview McKinley when that im-
portant Individual arrived at the
railway station.

And this young reporler reiates
that his first sight of the man was
as he carried his Invalid wife Into
the vailroad station and made her
comforta®hle

All Had Te Walt.
Reception commitiee, political
leaders, reporters—all and sundry—
stood aside and waited while the

great man did what to him was
greater than anyibing in kis pub-
lie 11fe—the minlstering to his wife's
comfort.

And when friends rushed to his
side that ill-fgted day after the as-
sassin’s buillet had found iis mark,
his first spoken word was of that
deariy beloved wilfe—an admonition
not to let the news that he had
been shotreach her ears.

Even as the man died his last
thought was to spare her the great
grief he knew his end would cause.

Bo. Jlittle girl with the heavy
heart, your beaux may not be as

us as thase of the girls about
you.  You may not be the oject of
as many passing fancies, but if you
keep the dear, sweel dlsposition so
evident fu that letter of yours and
muake the best and most of your-
s¢1f meanwhile, 1 have the feeling
that love wiil come some day—a reai
love, really worth while,

Twice-Told Tales of

Washington
The Coloriado Building Tragedy —

Mrs Gertrude McDonald

was shot and fatally
wounded by her hushband,
Edward McDonald, alias George -A.
Gilette, in the corridor of the ffth
floor of the Colorado building here
on May 24, 1911, Washington for
many months watched the devel-
‘opment of one of the most compli-
cated slaying cases In itz history.
Mra. McDonsld was shol three
times. She was taken to Emergency
Hospital, where she died a short
time later. When tsken iInto cus-
tody the husband was standing
ever the body of his wife, revolver
in hand. He declined o reveal his
jdentity, but his name was learned
through & sister of Mre McDonald,
whe was in the bullding at the
time. +
When the sister told Pollesman
W. J. Creamer, whoe was holding
MeDonald, of his name, the wife-
slayer made an attemptl 1o break

ANECDOTES OF
THE FAMOUS

RINCE EISMARCK used to re-

late an incldent which hap-

pened when he was staying
with Frederick William the Fourth
st Letzlingen.

*“The guests,” he said, “were asked
to @rink from an old puzzle goblel
It was & stag's horn hoiding about
three-guarters of a botlle of wine,
so constructed that one could not
bring it:close to the lips, and It was
g trick matter to drink from It
without spiiling any. I emptied it
at a drafbt, though it was filed
with very cold champagne, and not
a wingle drop fell on my walstcoat
Evervbody was Immensely sur-
prised, but I sald, Fill It again”
Evidently the King did not appreci-
ate my success, for he called oul,
"No, no more! Such tricks were
formerly an indispensable part of
the diplomat's trade. They made
the weaker ones intoxicated,
wormed all they wanted to Know
out of them, and made them agree
to thinge which were contrary lo
their Instructions or for which they
had mo authorily. Then they were
induced to put thelr signgtures at
once, and when they got sober they
could mot Imagine why they had
done so.”

Legitimate Sport.

An anxzigus eporisman his gun
undsr his arm, was wandering down
a country lape when he meta small
boy making for school. ™I say, my
hay.,” he remarked, "is these any-
thing to shoot down Lhere? The
boy looked around for a moment
and than paswered with eagerness,
“Ay. there's the skulemaister comin’
over the hilll™

away from the policeman appar-
ently intending to attack the sister-
in-law.
Sister Accuses Him

Pointing her finger at McDonald,
while Lthey stood In the corridor,
the mister s=aid:

“You are zlone the canse of all
thi=, and you alone are responsibla
There has been nothing but trouble

ever mince you have been in the
family.™
“Shut up.” McDonoald yelled in

another #ffort to get at his sis-
terin-law “Why do you want to
make a fool out of yourseit.”

But the sister coolinued;

“*You are the man whoe murdered
her Shot your own wife three
Limes ™

“You ber I dia™ replied MeDon-
ald, “and 1 did {1t because of you™

The sister sald that her brother-
In-law had made the statement be-
cause she had Induced her asister
to leave him and come and live
with her.

“Y would not Jet him beat her ™
she =aid. “He got her up on the
ninth floor of this buiiding on the
pretext of making a Eettiement
with bher, so that she would ge
back and live with bhim, Instead of
that he killed her”

Fit of Jealousy,

McDonald finally admitted to the
police he =hot his wife because of
Jealousy.

McDonald's case came up in court
the next fall Many revelations
were made, the main one that Me
Donald was a bigamis

It developed that McDonald was
slready married when he took the
Washington girl for hiz wife u._
bhad another wife in Now York, it
Was proved, He was mnrru-d. in
New York in 1899, and lived bt one
year with his wife Hiz real name
was George A Giletta

After the trial in court had been
in progress several duys, the de-
feneg SPrang a surprise by calling

McDonald's firs: wife 1o the stand
Lo testify in behalf of the acciussd,

In order to save her daughter
from the stigma of her father dying
on the gallows, Mrs Gilletts tald
the court bow during the firgt Year
of her marriage Lo “McDonald” he
was siruck over the head, gnd that
it waa HFer belief that MeDonald
was irresponsible.

McDonald was given a life £en-
tence,

Making Sure.

An ostler was sent Lo the stable to
bring out & traveler's horse. KXot
kKnowing which of the two horses
in the sgtable belonged to the travel.
¢r, he saddled both animails and
brought them to the door. The
traveler pointed out his own horse,
saying, “That's my nag.” “Certain-
ly., your honor, T know that very
well; but T didn’t know which was
the other gentieman's!"”
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Broad Scarfs the Mode for Cold Weather

Yo Says Good Housekeeping, an Author-
ity on Matters of Dress and
the Household.

For the young girl or ‘for tailored
wear, the short scarf with one end
thrust through a slit will again be the
mode. Such a scarf 1s equally pretty in
seal, mole or squirrel, as sllustrated tn
the centre. To the left is a close-fitting
corsage of other fur and a skirt of gray
wool topped by a gray felt hat, and to
the right a hat of brown velvet in a new

shape. It isturned up squarely in front
and trimmed with an audacious bit of

brown feather.

Issue,

| drove stralght to the point

J

l

The Love Gambler

A NEW SERIAL BY A FAMOUS WRITER

Desiree Explains to Her Aunt About

the Pendant and Gets a
New Shock

By VIRGINIA TERHUNE VAN DE WATER.

Awihor of Many Novels and One of the Country's Best Ksown Writers
of Short Steries,

ESIREE'S restless mood d4ld
pot gbate s the day wore
on. She had been to her

father's office, then to the jeweler's
1o explain Smith's absolute inno-
cence in the matter of the supposed
theft of the pendant TYel, after
luncheon was over and she had
tried in valn to write letters, then
to read, she was forced to acknowl-
edge that she was too “fidgety” to
sit still

*I will run around to sese Aunt
Adelnide,” she decided, “and tell
her that my pendant Is safe here
in my jewelry case.”™

Thus it came about that as Mra
Duffield was about to partake of
her 5 o'clock tea ber nlece walked
in. The widow greeted her affee-
tionately.

“Siy dear, thls Is nice of you!
Sit down and lake & cup of tea with
me.”

“I will =it down, but I will take
no tea, thank you,” Desiree sald.

She paused for a moment, then

“Auntie, my pendant was pot
stolen at all. 1 said all along It
was not”™

Mrs. Duffield gasped. “You mean
vou have found t?”

“Yes, It was put away in a
leather case instead of in the little
box where 1 thought it was'™

(The automoblle pocket was
leather and @& case, Desires re-
flected. Thia statement would ob-
viate the necessity of further ex-
piannations, )

*“But who put
Duffield asked.

“Norah.”

“Oh, my dear, how dreadful!™ the
widow sighed.

“Dreadful? Why™

“Becauss it is dreadful to think
that all of us suspected Smith™——-

“All of us!' Deslree interrupted;
“] never suspected him. You must
surely recuall how I begged father
not to doubt him—and how 1 de-
clared 1o you that Emith was hon-
est.”

“Yen, yves, dear—I Kknow you 4id.”
the older woman soothed. *“But
what T mean is—It (= dreadful to

it there™ Mra

think thut other peopls got the lden .

that he hnd stolen the thing.”
She got no further. “Other peo-

ple? What do you mean?™ Desiree
questioned. “What other people?”
Mrs. Duffield saw, too lale, “her
mislake,
“Oh, well,” she tried to evade the
question. “T only thought that
perhiaps others might have some

jidea of the matter.”

“How coulll they? Whao would tell
them about 11? was the abrupt de-
mand. Then, as Mrs. Duffield col-
ored uncomfortably, Desires pressed
her Inquiry further., “"What have
vyou jin mind, Aunt Adelnide? I
know from Your manner that you
are kKeeping something back.,. Who
knew mbout the pendant—except
you and father and me™

Mrs. Duffield squirmed in her
chair. "1 supposs I may have been
indiscreet, my dear—bdut I took It

for granted that you had told Helen
(Goddard about t—so0 1 mentioned
it 1o her. And she' —desperately——
“she—1 am afrald from something
ghe saald that she may have spoken
of the matter to Mr. Jefferson”
Desiree zprang to her feet,
eyers flashing, “You mean, Aunt
Adelalde, that in spite of all
father's cautions to slléence on the
subject you spoke of it to Helen?™
“Yea, Desiree, for 1 supposed that
naturally you had told her about
it, sloce you and she are friends™

her

“Friends—yes, In & way wWe are—
that is, we are pleasant
ances. But that does not mean that
i would so far forget my sanse of
honor as to tell her something that
would injure the character of an
innocent man. Oh, Aunt Adelaids,
don’'t you see what you have done?
You have started a story about
Smith, and It may stick to him as
long as he is here. Walter Jeffor-
son Is just Lhe sort of man who
will be only two happy to repeat
that tale everywhers to anybody
who will listen to him, And, of
course, everybody will listen. Ob"”
pullonn}el}'. “how conld you™

Prace Once More.

Mra. Duffield tried to speak with
dignity, "Desairee, I think you for-
get yourself when you say such
thinge to me! T hope, im spite of
your suggestions to the contrary,
that I have aa keen a sense of honor
as yourself. I am surprised at
rouru

Her volee broke and tears came
to her eyes. In an instant Desires
was at her alde and her arms were
about her aunt's walst,

“I beg your pardon, auntis™ she
said contritely. "I forgot myself, as
you say. I did not mean to speak
so vehemently. Only"—with a 1it-
tle quiver In her volece—*"it does
seem a2 bit hard on Smith that such
a story should be connected with
him. And, you know, Helen Is very
indiscreel. So Is Walter Jefferson.
Helen wounld not willingly harm =&
fily. Walter would, if"—with an
hysterical glggle—"he happened to
disllke the fly. And he disllkes
Smith.™

“Well, dear, T will call Helen up

and fell her the truth about thes
matter,"” Mrs. Duffield began.

*“No—no—please, aunile, say no
more about It to anvone,™ Demiree
begged. She feared that her aunt's
gseal would make a bad matter
worse. I will see ¥elen befors
long and explain about it myself.
As to Walter Jefferson—I suppose he
ciannot really harm Smith. And If
he does—why"—with a little ecateh
in her bresath—"it can't be helped—
that's all”

“No, dear,” her aunt agreed, “It
can't be helped It i® too bad. but
vou must remember that Smith is
just a chauffeur, after all, And”"— -

Ehe stopped abruptly, her tardy
discretion reminding her that De-
siree did not know that the chauf-
four's real name was not “Smith.'’

{Te be continued.)

| BOOKS |

For Juvenile Readers.

MARGERY MORRIS—MABCOT. By
Yiolet Gordoen dray IMustrated.
Philadeliphla. Fonn Publishing Com-
pany.
su:8 Ilm the second In a series cf

books ndvertised as being written
for girls from ten {o thirteen years
of age. Margery resides In a quaint
Quaker town in New Jersey. At
an early age she determines on a
career and decldes 1o become &
mascot and bring good luck and
happinesa Lo evary one about her.
However, this turns out to be not
quite so simple as she thought.
Some of her efforts reault in ludi-
crous mistakes, others In misunder-
standings, resulting In embarrass-
ment to Margery. She sticks to her
rescive, néeverthelass, and plays the
game out to a successful finlsh

- By David Cory.
E next morning the good
ship eame in sight of an old
s wseaport. The harbor waa
very safe, for s tall white light-
house stood upon the rocks to
gulde the sallora, and bellbuoys
clanked their solemn warning o
keep away from the dangerous
reefs. In the distance rose a church
spire, and nedr it stood a little red
schoolhouse with a flag flying in
the breeze. Down on the whar!{ ran
a _low row of buildings, worn and
battered, wherse the old sallors
lounged and told stories of their
early daya,

Pretty soon the good ship eams
about, and with her silken salls
flapping in the wind, drifted up to
the dock.

“Make fast.™ shouted the captaln
The four and twenty little salior
mice jumped nimbly on Lhe dock,
and In a few minutes made the silk
ropes fast to the posts. Then the
good ship came to a standstill, and
the gangplank was lowered.

“All ashore that's going ashore!™
quacked the captalin.

“Oh, Captain Duck,” cried Puss,
jr.. “we don't have to land, do we?

*“No,” replied the Duck. *“But you
may go ashore for a little while if
you wish. We don't sall Tor twe
bhours.”™

“All right™ replied Posa *TI
take & run on the grass™ and he
walked down the gangplank across

'Puss In Boots, Jr.

the old wharf, until hs came o a
path, well worn by the saillors who
for years had carried the cargoes
up fto the little village. Under =
tree cloge by sat sn old mailor. He
was asmoking a big black pipe as
contentedly as could be. But as
soon as he saw Puss he took It gut
of his mouth.
“Abhoy, my breezy little reefer”
he cried, °
“Good morning.” replied Puss.
“Don't be In a hurry,” sald the
old sailor, "“Just moor your [ittls
alongaids of old Tém. "
's. the matter, my breexy
little skipper?™ asked the old sallor
a few minutes silence, for,
. you ses, didn't know what to

sRY.

“Nothing." replled Pups sadly,
“oniy, 1 can't find my father, the
famous Fuss in. Boota™

“What did he looks llke™ asked
the old sallor, with a grin,

“He looked ks me—or, mather,
I looked ke him,” replied Puss.

"Well, my merry little sandpiper™
eried the old sait, “You should have
stayed at home!"

“l don't agree with you™
Puss stoutly.
world."”

“Glve me your fipper.,” sald the
old sailor kindly. *“Geod luck to
ye. I hope you find your daddy.™

And in the next story you shouid
hear what happened after ihat.

(Copyright, 1018, David Cory.)

(To Be Contimued.)

sald
“I wanted to see Lha

Little Tricks in
of Household |
By Washington Wome

By Elizabeth Latimer.

LL persons who are Rot fond
A of ham (HAM fn capital let
ters) may as wall

avold reading this article
household economy, for I warm
in advance that it is to be a glori-
fication of ham and nothing eclse
¥From start to finish, it presupposes
an appetite—almost a passion—feor

ham.
if you like ham and want to cut
down your meat bills, why don't
you try this arrangement next
in the markets you can
buy & well kmown snd “tasty"
brand of ham for 38 cdents a pound,

pound if you merely want & slice
for broiling. If you're real fusay,
you can pay 43 cents a pound for
supposedly superior grade

If you smile at your butcher, he
will cut your in two Tor you,
thus saving yourself the troubls of
sawing the bone and achieving st
the saame tIme a much more tailor-
ed job of carving than the average
woman could accomplish. Have him
cut so that one plece wiil be some-
what larger than the other and
from the Jarger plece have him
slice & nice thick slice. The size
of the whole ham will of course
depend upon the sizs of your fam-
ily. For small families an elght
er ten pound ham Js a1l yeu will
require.

Broll the Slice,

That night for dinner, say
Thursday, have the single aslice
broiled and serve with candied
sweet polatoes, corn on the cob,
and a good salad, ]

The pext night being Friday,
you'll probably wast to serve fish,

even
your mouth. Vary the kind of po-
iatoes and vegetables you had with
the broiigd ham two nights before.
It will bé almeost like having a 490~
feremt meat. .

43-cent variety which cost $3.98 for
about nine pounds. T served the
first half as I described for a fam-
ily of three. There wasn't any riot
in the household or any =1'1 for the

The Powerful Katrinka and the Pump.

By FONTAINE FOX.

(Copright, 1913, by ths Wheelar Eyndicale, Inc)
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By Aline Michaells @
OME fellows want a forturs and
some others want A Ccrown, o]
some long to roam & foreliga 1
strand, some ask a houses im town. .y
Still others don’t concarn thelr beang
*with wanta so high and vain; they
only ask some mustard greems, &
shelter from the raln. But I care
not for one of these; In fact, from
all I turn; I choose no life of gilded
eaza and musiard greens I spurn
Yet, 1 confess I have one hope, ons
dream T'll not resign;: there's one
career for which I hope, weap daily 3
quarts of brine. 1 long to be the !
hero guy we see upcen the scresn
who makes all maldens pine and
sigh and turns ajl fellows green.
They envy him his happy lot, his
strength and his physique; theyd y
like to bean him on the spot and
knock him out & week. He licks 1
the villain with one hand, although
the screen fan notes said villaim
wears a Jdagger and a large aix-
shooler totes. He always finds the !
missing will, he lifts the mortgage, ’
too;: and folk all know they'll get &
thrill when he heaves into view. IL
ie his daily chore to save s0me .
troubled damesel, and, tho' the vwil=
lain rip and rave, he does the job up
well. IT he should stick & burn
brand in kegs of dymamite
he no fear in movieland but that
he'd be all right. But not for res
sons 1've reviewed ask T the here's
part; I long to win fair Ermyntrude
and clasp her to my heart. Thst's
really why I thualy pine some day
this part to play,. so I may kiss the
maid divine there In the fadesway
A pleen of charcoal put inte
water 'n which onions, cabbage and
greens are being bofled wil) provenl

J

the disagrecadls odor that genoraily
pervades the atr, "




